Of late, in one of those most weary hours.
When life seems emptied of all genial powers,
A dreary mood, which he who ne'er has known
May bless his happy lot, I sat alone ;
And, from the numbing spell to win relief,
Call'd on the Past for thought of glee or grief . . .
0 Friend ! long wont to notice, yet conceal,
And soothe by silence what words cannot heal,
1 but half saw that quiet hand of thine
Place on my desk this exquisite design.
Boccaccio's Garden and its faery.
The love, the joyaunce, and the gallantry !
An Idyll, with Boccaccio's spirit warm,
Framed in the silent poesy of form . ,.
Thanks, gentle artist! now I can descry
Thy fair creation with a mastering eye,
And all awake. And now in fix'd gaze stand,
Now wander through the Eden of thy hand ;
Praise the green arches, on the fountain clear
See fragment shadows of the crossing deer;
And with that serviceable nymph I stoop
The crystal from its restless pool to scoop.
I see no longer : I myself am there,
Sit on the ground-sward, and the banquet share.
'Tis I that sweep that lute's love-echoing strings
And gaze upon the maid who gazing sings ;
Or pause and listen to the tinkling bells
From the high tower, and think that there she dwells.
With old Boccaccio's soul I stand possest,
And breathe an air like life, that swells my chest.
The brightness of the world, O thou once free,
And always fair, rare land of courtesy 1
O Florence ! with the Tuscan fields and hills
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